1IO         THE  MEMOIRS   OF  JACQUES   CASANOVA
I was wandering about the apartments at Fontainebleau
one day, when I saw some ten or twelve women coming
towards me. They walked so badly, leaning forward, as
though at each step they must fall on their faces, that my
curiosity was aroused. I asked who they were, and was told
they were the queen's ladies-in-waiting, and that they
walked in that manner because the heels of their shoes were
six inches high. I followed them into a superb room, where
several courtiers were assembled round an immense table,
oh which a place was laid for one person only. In a few
minutes the Queen of France came in, very simply dressed,
with no rouge on, her head covered with a great cap: she
looked old and devout. She sat down to table, and two nuns
presented to her a plate of fresh butter, for which she
thanked them graciously. The courtiers ranged themselves
in a semicircle ten steps away from the table, and I stood
quietly among them. Her Majesty began to eat, keeping her
eyes fixed on her "plate; by and by, finding a dish to her
taste, she asked for a second helping.
*M. de Lowendal!' she said.
A superb-looking man advanced, and made a low bow.
'Madame?'
CI think that this is fricasseed chicken?'
*I also am of that opinion, madame.'
After the remark, made in all gravity, the marshal stepped
backwards to his place, and the queen continued to eat in
silence. Then she returned to her apartment. I thought that
if that was a sample of her meals, I was thankful I was not
her guest.
I was glad to have seen the famous victor of Berg-op-
Zoom, but it pained me that a great man should be obliged
to pronounce sentence on a fricasseed chicken, as if it had
been a question of state.
One morning, when I was thus standing in the hedge of
courtiers, I saw a Venetian acquaintance, Madame Querini.
She was leaning on the arm of the Marquis of Saint Simon
first gentleman of the Prince of Conde's household.

